m      BIRD OF BRIGHT PLUMAGE    509

scarcely hear her: * This is my home. ... I shall
never have any other.'

She cried on? then went and sat upon the stairs,
looking all round at everything, taking every
piece of it into her so that she need never fear to
come again. And he stood gazing at her and
knowing that she had altogether forgotten him.

They stayed so long without moving that the
hens grew bold and scratched in the dirt at their
very feet.